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said. " WeH, here's to our friendship! I wonder bow
often I've said that over a glass of your excellent sherry
Eh, Priestley?"
He put title beaker to his mouth, and drank oft its
contents at a gulp. Dr. Priestley followed his example,
and for a second or two they stood motionless, staring
questioningly into one another's eyes.
" Well, that's that!" exclaimed Faversham abruptly.
" Y<f5-ean't tell by the taste, that's why I chose bicar-
bonate of soda. But we shall know in a minute or
two."
With exaggerated calmness, betrayed by a slight
trembling of his fingers, he unloaded the automatic,
and laid it aside. " Sorry I had to use that threat,"
he said. " It seemed damnably melodramatic, but you
might not have seen eye to eye with me, except under
compulsion. Quarter to six, by jove! Not too much time
for the survivor to think out the yarn he's going to spin
to Hanslet, is there?"
Dr. Priestley made no reply. His heart was beating
too violently for him to trust himself to speak. Was it
the effect of the drug, or merely the tension of suspense?
He could not tell. It seemed to him that every now
and then his heart missed a beat. He felt a cold per-
spiration oozing on his forehead, but felt utterly un-
able to raise a hand to wipe it away.
Strange symptoms which he had never before ex-
perienced clamoured for his attention. A trembfcng of
the knees, tingling sensations, alternately hot and cold,
up and down his spine. He fancied that breathing was
becoming difficult, that only by an effort could respira-
tion be maintained. Had he chosen the fatal dose? As
the minutes crawled by* and the silent suspense grew
even more unbearable, his belief that he had done so
gave place to certainty.
He had a horrible sensation that his legs were giving

